PROLOGUE

Some minutes later we pulled up before a gateway in a
high mud wall. Endless chat ensued; about us, we
gathered. Not one among the whole lot of scrubby officials
discussing our case did a thing. We strolled up and down
the road, shadowed by the sentry, who, after an hour or
so, complained that his feet hurt him. Dusk descended.
No one would give a decision about anything. Choler
threatened to overcome our sense of the ridiculous. It
was nearly dark, so we entered the office and demanded
accommodation. They showed us where we could dine
off such scraps of our picnic luncheon as remained, as well
as eggs and chicken generously provided by a woman who
lived in the house. Later, we left the room to our elders,
and slept, or rather writhed, in the cars all night. Gold it
was, too. We borrowed quilts which nearly walked out
on us, as soon as the warmth of our bodies awoke the
murderous passions of smaller and more active travellers.

The day dawned bright, very early. We washed as
best we could in the stream sparkling with cold. The
day dragged on. Talk. Delay without end. Then more
talk. Eventually we blindly signed several statements
written in picturesque characters. We were free to make
our return whence we came.

Breathing a sigh of relief when we reached Rayak,
tangible evidence of cIraqi soil, we registered a vow to
return to Iran, to probe this fascinating land of strange
contrasts; and, moreover, to return in the spring. Her
ancient history and modern progress had cast their spell
upon us.